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word, much less aid or coin. Nay, I have found them
all bristling with dislike. All the great men have been
Hostile to me in word or deed. Yet I thank my Master
and His angels, I have accomplished in and around my
ctiurch a thousand times more than the great befriended
clergy of this deanery. Not one thing has failed. When I
lack aid to fulfil, I go to the altar and ask it. Is it con-
ceded? So fearfully that I shudder with thanksgiving.
A. person threatened me with injury on a fixed day. I
besought rescue. On that very day that person died. A
false and treacherous clergyman came to a parish close
by. I shook with dread. I asked help. It came. He
entered my house five days afterwards to announce some
malady unaccountable to him. He went. It grew. He
resigned his cure last week.
And these are two only out of forty miracles.
Yours faithfully,
R. S. HAWKER.
It is painful to record this side of the vicar's
character; but without it this would .be but an
imperfect sketch. He was, it must be borne in mind,
an anachronism. He did not belong to this century
or this country. His mind and character pertained
to the Middle Ages and to the East.
He is not to be measured by any standard used
for men of our times.
morwenstow, July 24, 1857.    My dear Mrs. M	, —
All my pets are dead, and I cannot endure my lonely lawn.
I want some ewe lamb, 'to be unto me a daughter.'
T	 is a parish famous for sheep: are there any true
Church farmers among the sheep-masters, to whom, with
IDr. C	's introduction, I could write, in order to obtain
th.e animals I seek? I want to find a man, or men, who
would deal honestly and sincerely by me, and in whom
I could trust. Will you ask your father if he would have
tlie kindness to instruct me hereon? I want soft-eyed,
well-bred sheep, the animal which was moulded in the
mind of God the Trinity, to typify the Lamb of Calvary.
Yours always,
R.   S.   HAWKER.

